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Introduction


“That’s all your house is—it’s a pile of stuff with a cover on it. You see that when you take off in an airplane. You look down, and you see everybody’s got a little pile of stuff. . . . That’s all your house is. It’s a place to keep your stuff while you go out and get more stuff!”

—George Carlin



With the exception of a handful of super-organized people, we human beings are a fucking mess. If you’re Type A and pretty content with your obsessive need to control everything, you’re probably not reading a book on how to get your shit together. This book is for the rest of us lazy assholes who are starting to think that the mess isn’t “fine.”

You can’t be in the “it’s fine” place and tidy up. If you’re in the “it’s fine” place, you’re sitting on the couch, watching The Marvelous Mrs. Maisel and ignoring the fact that you haven’t seen the floor in a few months. No, you have to be so sick of your own bullshit that you can’t stand it anymore.

You have to be ready to make a change, because you’re going to have to roll up your sleeves and do some actual fucking work. Stubborn determination is the real magic. If you’re not completely fed up, you’ll surrender to the mess five minutes into the cleanup and end up back on the couch.

You’ve picked up this book because you want to make a change. Or you couldn’t wrap your head around the advice in other books. Or you just wanted a laugh. Any which way, you’re ready for better things.

Don’t let anyone bullshit you into thinking you can transform your home and your life overnight. You didn’t create this mess in a day, you’re not going to clean it up in one. Unless you’re a psychopath and have utterly no attachment to the things that you’ve bought. But more than likely, you’re surprisingly attached to crap you don’t even like, and you’re going to need a little help letting go.

Your mess is a combination of stress, envy, emotional baggage, and some high-level susceptibility to marketing. Untangling all that isn’t easy, but it’s worth it. Don’t know where to start? Then you’ve come to the right place.

This book is part tidying advice, part foul-mouthed comedy special, and part therapy session. It’s meant to help you create your happy place on your own terms. There is no one-size-fits-all strategy. Take the bits that help, leave the ones that don’t. Read the book all at once, a little at a time as you need it, or both. It’s entirely up to you. (I don’t give a damn whether you actually follow through—it’s not my mess.)

Getting your shit together isn’t just about being able to find your car keys (although that’s pretty fucking useful). It’s about having a home that feels like coming up for air after a shitty day at work. The steps are simple: get rid of shit that doesn’t make you happy, find a place for what’s left, and stop buying shit you don’t need.

You were hoping for a shortcut, right? Well, you’re in luck. I happen to have one on me: be selfish. I’m not saying you should be an asshole to your family or hoard your treasures like Scrooge McDuck. I’m just saying that you need to get clear on what you want. Not what your mom wants or what your third-grade teacher wants. Just you.

All you’re trying to do when you buy shit is make yourself happy. You think that next pair of sneakers or shiny new kitchen appliance is going to make you feel better. And it does, for a minute. But then the high wears off and you have to get your next fix.

Instead of bouncing from one useless object to the next, take the time to think about what you want. What would make you happy? What does your perfect space feel like? Get clear on that, and you’ll have no problem getting your shit together.

Don’t get in your head about how much you’ll have to give up to get there. Focusing on what to get rid of is a recipe for depression. And hoarding. Instead, focus on what lights you up. Surround yourself with that kind of stuff. (We’ll deal with your Negative Nancy crap about being practical later.)

If you have a partner/kids/roommate, you may have to compromise down the line. But the starting line is the same: everybody gets clear on what makes them smile. Most of the time, this makes finding compromise in a shared space simpler. Sometimes, it reveals more pressing issues than a messy house (like when a sexy Princess Leia poster makes him happy, but it makes you want to divorce him).

My methods may not change your life, but they should help you get a handle on your shit in more ways than one. Knowing what you really want is a superpower. It helps you not only conquer your home but also fend off all the bullshit life throws at you. Think I’m kidding? Read the book and see for yourself. I’m not going to give it all away in the intro. This is a Marvel superhero movie—you have to stick around until the end to get the whole story.
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1

Why Can’t You Get Your Sh*t Together?

It’s not that you don’t know how, it’s that you don’t want to

Organization isn’t magic, it’s work. When you work all day, you damn sure don’t want to come home and do more work. And if you work at home (stay-at-home parents and caretakers obviously included), you probably just throw your hands up in surrender at a certain point because you’re constantly surrounded by the mess and don’t have the time or energy to deal with it. At the end of the day, you just need a fucking break.

I get it. We all get it. But exhaustion and overwhelm aren’t the only roadblocks to getting your shit together. When you get right down to it, human beings are just lazy. The first step to recovery is admitting you have a problem, right? We all have a problem: we don’t want to do one more thing than we absolutely have to.

And thanks to endless innovation (on the part of people who give just enough fucks to create technology that caters to their own laziness), we find new ways to be lazy every day. Don’t feel like going out to eat? Open an app and order in. You don’t even have to talk to another human! Can’t be bothered to go shopping for your nephew’s birthday present? Well hello there, free two-day shipping!

But unless you have the money to pay someone else to clean up after you, you can’t lazy your way out of organizing. And here’s the secret: no professional organizer worth her salt will do the work for you anyway. Not only will the organization not stick, but God forbid she throws out your favorite tee shirt from eighth grade and you Yelp her into oblivion.

If you’re ready to work and need the emotional support of an expert (or a good, swift kick in the ass), then it’s money well spent. But you’re going to have to get your hands dirty either way. So you have to want it. Marie Kondo herself can’t help someone who won’t help themselves. You have to decide you’re sick of your own shit and that you’re going to do something about it.

The moral of the story is that you’re never going to feel like it. But you’re a grown-ass adult, so do it anyway. Commit to getting your shit together. At the end of the day, it’s still a lazy person’s goal. You’re not running a 5K or curing cancer. Tidying up is a simple act of self-care, like meditation or a DIY pedicure (complete with pumice scrub). You may find the process a little uncomfortable, but the work is worth the result.

A tidying marathon will make you hate tidying

Can you think of anything worse than spending an entire weekend cleaning out your house? How about forcing yourself to do it at warp speed with no breaks just so you can finish it before starting your work week on Monday? Sound like fun?

Nope. That sounds fucking miserable. And in reality, it’s not going to help you avoid ever having to tidy up again. Rebound is annoying, but it’s also just life. Even if you give your shoes a cozy little home in the hall closet, you’re still going to leave them in the middle of the living room more often than not. Because laziness.

So how do you avoid taking two steps back for every step forward? Do the fucking work. Rebound isn’t a result of tidying in dribs and drabs. It happens when you half-ass the work. And you’re certainly more likely to half-ass your organizing efforts if you’re exhausted from marathon tidying.

Half-assing the work looks like throwing your crap in a closet or shoving it under the bed just so it’s not in your face. The mess is still there, it’s just haunting your closet now like the Ghost of Outlet-Shopping Past. You still have to deal with it at some point. (In case you were wondering, leaving the mess for someone else to clean up after you leave or die is a dick move. You made the mess, you clean it up.)

Doing the work means really looking at each and every item and taking the time to think about whether you need it and where might be the best place for it. Sometimes the best place for it is nowhere near your house. Letting that shit go and organizing what’s left can be mentally and emotionally exhausting, which is why you’ll need some downtime. Maybe some caffeine. Definitely chocolate.

Occasionally, like a swallow to Capistrano, something you’ve organized finds its way back to its original mess. Maybe you half-assed it, or maybe you just got it wrong. You’re human. It happens. Don’t beat yourself up—just try again. The more you do the work, the easier it will become, and the less often you’ll have to do it twice. Chalk it up to the tidying learning curve.

With the amount of crap Americans amass every year, it’s probably impossible to tidy in one go anyway. Don’t waste your time worrying about doing the impossible. Do what you can, when you can. As long as you’re committed to getting your shit together, you’ll get there.

A little at a time is still something, so take the fucking win

Human beings are hardwired to want instant gratification. Imagine walking into the clusterfuck that is your kids’ playroom and walking out of a perfectly organized space just a few hours later. Great, right?

Great if you’re actually going to put in the work: gathering up everything that belongs in the playroom, fighting with your four-year-old over toys he hasn’t touched in a year, sneaking those toys out of the house in the middle of the night, corralling what’s left, and organizing it into a system both of you can enjoy. Sure, there’s nothing like going full Tasmanian devil on a task and seeing the fruits of your labor sooner rather than later. But I’m exhausted just thinking about it.

And isn’t instant gratification what got you into this mess in the first place? Your son needed that toy, and you needed to avoid a tantrum in the middle of Target. You can’t really blame him—you needed that “But first, coffee” tee. (We’ll deal with your ever-expanding tee shirt collection later.)

First of all, stop impulse-buying unnecessary shit. Second, lower your fucking standards. A perfectly clean and organized space is a win for you? Who are you, Martha Stewart? Time to find gratification in the little things.

The good news is that you already know how to do this. When you order something online, you don’t get to enjoy the item right that minute. The gratification comes from pressing the “place your order” button and knowing your new meat thermometer is on its way. When you start dieting, you don’t get washboard abs overnight (OK, or ever). The gratification comes from seeing that number on the scale go down a little bit every day. If you can’t stop and appreciate the little wins, you’ll never make it to the big ones.

So you get all of your kids’ crap into one room and you’re not stepping on Legos in the living room anymore. That’s a win! You go through your overflowing tee-shirt drawer and pull out five to donate (and then actually take them to the box and donate them). Win! Every little bit brings you closer to a tidy room.

Of course, you don’t want to feel like all you do is tidy up. Designate days on and days off. In my house, Thursday nights are sacred. The only thing on my to-do list is to sit my ass on the couch and watch three hours of ABC’s finest programming—wine and popcorn optional.

Whether you want to go through your house like a tornado, or you can only handle five minutes before you start spiraling about your spending habits, you do you. Don’t get discouraged if you can’t tackle everything at once. It all counts.

Screw perfection—aim for happy

Do we not have enough fucking pressure in our lives? Apparently, the inventors of social media felt we needed a little more motivation. Just when you thought you couldn’t feel worse about yourself, your college bestie posts a picture of the Pinterest-worthy unicorn cupcakes she just “whipped up” for her five-year-old’s bake sale. Where the hell does Becky find the time?

Then you scroll down and see pics of Sarah’s perfectly coordinated farmhouse d
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